Ye ugly, creepin, blastit wonner.
Detested, shunn'd by saunt an* sinner.
How dare ye set your fit upon her,

Sae fine a lady !
Gae somewhere else and seek your dinner.

On some poor body*

Swith, in some beggar's haffet squattle ;
There ye may creep, and sprawl, and sprattle
Wi' ither kindred, jumpin cattle,

In shoals and nations;
Whare horn or bane ne'er dare unsettle

Your thick plantations.

Now haud ye there, ye're out o* sight,
Below the fatt'rils, snug an* tight;
Na, faith ye yet! ye'll no be right

Till ye've got on it,
The vera tapmost, tow'ring height

O' Miss's bonnet*

My sooth ! right bauld ye set your nose out5'
As plump and gray as onie grozet;
0 for some rank, mercurial rozet,

Or fell, red srneddum5
I'd gie you sic a hearty doze o't,

Wad dress your droddum !

I wad